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Author's Notes: 
This is a CC € Jake centric fic with references and a brief appearance by Ashley. 


a black veil brides fanfiction ft. jake pitts x christian coma 


rated M for tasty, tasty gay sexy times. 


Sleeping in bunks had been hard enough to get used to without the frequent thudding noises that liked to come 
from the bunk below him. Generally he just groaned and rolled over, putting a pillow over his head. They really 
needed to establish some sort of rule about bunk sex because it made life difficult. As least Ashley took care 
of it before getting on the bus and just never really bothered anyone about it. Andy was quiet when he had a 
girl with them on the road, and Jake never really bothered. Or maybe he was just hyper aware of every sound 
that came from the other bunk as it was directly under his own. He didn't know. He just knew that tonight was 
blessedly not one of the nights that he had to hang over the top bunk and tell CC to keep it down or he'd wake 
up with a drumstick up his ass. Not that he'd ever followed up on the threat, because God knows what CC was 
in to when it came to freaky shit in the sack. It was just easier to not ask questions and to not get involved, 


he'd found out. 


But tonight, even without the noises from downstairs, he couldn't sleep. He lay awake though his eyes were 
closed, listening to the sound of the bus. He never in his life thought he'd welcome hotels as a reprieve to his 
usual sleeping quarters but.. well. Hotels didn't move. Half the time you couldn't tel the tour bus was moving 
and that was great, but sometimes he could really, really tell And this was one of those nights as he let out a 
grumble and rolled over to his side, curling up into a tighter ball. He was over thinking again. Thats another 


thing that liked to keep him up all night. 


Though he blinked his eyes open when he heard the curtain of his bunk pull back and he rolled over, looking at 
the offending figure. That dorkish grin gave away who it was that had aroused his attention and he gave a 
snort, stretching out onto his back. (How Andy fit in these bunk, he wasn't sure. That man was a green bean 
of a human and these bunks weren't the biggest) "What's up, CC?" he inquired, and he saw the skinnier male 


Jump. 
"Oh man, | was just like, wondering if you were awake." 


"There's your answer," came a tired voice followed by a yawn as he rolled over, his bare back to CC again. He 
only slept in his pajama pants when it was Summer. And boy, was it Summer. "You should sleep, too, you know. 
We can only run on caffeine for so long." With that, he assumed the curtain would close. But it didn't. So he 
cracked an eye open and turned his head to look at the offending face. Though, it was hardly offending, as CC 
always had this tendency to look like a puppy. This was no exception to the rule, and he groaned a bit. 


| can't sleep." 

"Neither can | if you keep talking." 

Awkward silence settled between the two of them, before CC spoke up again. 

"Man, | had a nightmare." 

Oh, here we go. This wasn't the first time. CC didn't have frequently nightmares (and he wasn't as bad as 
what's-his-name that kept having night terrors and would wake the bus up screaming) but he liked to talk 
about them afterward. People joked that Andy was the one that liked to hear himself talk but Jake would 
probably say CC was like that... if he knew you, and ONLY if he knew you. And Jake had the honor of being on 
of CC's friends. He liked the dude, but there were some times where he just wanted to lay in his bunk and 
listen to the world go by, not listen to whatever CC had a nightmare about and why he couldn't sleep. They 
were friends, but there were boundaries. 

"And | can't fall back asleep. And | miss Lauren" 


"You can't sleep with me again." 


"But." 


Knowing that CC would probably protest until he got his way, he sighed a bit and clamored out of his burk, 
rubbing the sleep from his eye. He'd dozed off for a bit. Enough to accumulate some yellow goop. So that's 
how Jake Pitts found himself pushed up to a wall by the lanky stick bug that was Christian Coma some six 
o'clock the next morning when the bus stopped for gas. He kind of liked it, though. Everyone missed their girl 
from time to time to time on the road. And everyone else was asleep so it wasn't a big deal. 


The part he didn't like, thought, was that CC's considerable problem was poking him in the lower back. Yeah, he 
could live without that. He elbowed the other in the ribs roughly and felt him wake with a start. 


"Good. Stop poking me, man, It's weird." 


"Then take care of it," mumbled CC, obviously still living in dreamland. Maybe that's how he got morning sex 
out of his girlfriend, but he wasn't getting it out of Jake. (He had his suspicions about CC, like everyone else, 
but he didn't like go to into that) Instead he wiggled as best he could to face the other, driving his knees up 


between the too of them to force some space. And he heard CC groan 
"C'mon. Do me a solid, just once." 
"I am not touching that thing, dude. Get it away." 


He just kind of blinked when he saw CC's eyes open and felt the other giving him a kiss and ruffling his hair. It 
was shock. Straight up shock. "C'mon, Ash does it” 


"Then why the fuck didn't you wake Ash up in the middle of the night to be your burk.. oh my god." His face 
turned pale for a moment as he realized something: maybe those bumps that he heard in the night were in 
fact not CC sleeping with a girl, or masturbating, or just rolling around like an overgrown dog. Maybe he and 
Ashley were.. right under him! 


"Gross, man.. And don't kiss me. Its weird." 
Ill do you if you do me." 


Well, | was the morning. Jake didn't have an excuse. He took about fifteen seconds to crawl over CC and make 
sure there was no movement on the bus and this gave the drummer enough time to push his hands down 
those pajama pants. The guitarist put his own hand over his mouth and rest his head against the skinny chest 
as soon as he got adjusted again, whining. CC's hands weren't rough. Then again, he wore gloves when 
drumming. That would do it. They felt kind of nice. Different than Ella's, by a long shot. "Fuck.. we have 
girlfriends, dude." Jake managed out, though his body willed him to push against those nice, big hands. Fuck. 


"This isn't as bad as sleeping with a groupie, man," CC said, and that got a nod. But it was still cheating. "And 
it's, just a hand job.” Well, it was just a hand job. 


Biting down on his lower lip, his hand moved from being on the drummer's tank-top clad chest to pushing past 
his pants and, woah. His eyes widened. He'd seen CC naked before, but he had never seen naked /and/ hard 
Christian Coma and he felt a bit lackluster in comparison. Another kiss, though, and he forgot, closing his eyes 
as he felt the drummer stroking him. His head was lightly on the shoulder of the taller man and he bit down 
on the fabric of the ribbed tank top he was in. Fuck. It was kind of hard to focus, but he returned the favor, 
whining a bit and pushing into the hands that were rubbing his own cock. 


It felt, weird. It felt weird, but oddly sexy, and he would be a liar if he didn't enjoy it. Getting to know the 
texture and ridges of another guy's cock was, kind of weird, though. He hadn't even really ever entertained the 
idea. And the ragged breaths he was drawing from CC when he ran his thumb over the tip of that cock 


(Jesus, this bored on Tommy Lee territory!) sent shivers down his spine. It crossed his mind if his own whines 


and little moans did the same to CC? 


It didn't last long. Morning wood usually didn't. He stifled a groan by biting the shirt fabric again as he climaxed 
into his own pants. Well, good thing he was changing soon. CC really wasn't that too far after. And both had the 
courtesy to tease a bit more as they both started to get soft. Well, obviously they knew how to masturbate. 


Same principal on a different person. 


It would have been find and dandy as they slowly made eye contact again and Jake managed an awkward smile, 


had Ashley not pulled back the curtain and grinned. 
‘Man, you two need to keep it down" 


Fuck. 


